MAGYARLAND  AGAIN
A restless, surging, bewildered Hungary, that I came back to in
January 1939. The shape of things to come was not yet clear. Ger-
man domination? Yes, that much was clear. But the Hungarian
household itself, the landless peasants, the pQverty-stricken
workers, the rich Jews, the entrenched landlords, the powerful
Church — what was going to happen about them? Were changes,
improvements, better times coming at long last for the submerged
masses? Or would the ruling class, as in England, by some deft
trick keep power in its hands, smother the distress of the masses
for another decade, another fifty years, another century?
The answer lies in the hands of Germany, and will soon be
clear to see.
With much regret, I came away. If I may not live in Austria,
I would like to live in Hungary, at some little Danube-side town,
between Budapest and Esztergom. I love those Hungarian skies,
those Hungarian fields, now that I know them.
But in Insanity Fair you never can stop anywhere long enough
to pitch your tent. The four horsemen, war, famine, pestilence
and death, are already on the prowl, accompanied by their girl
friends, the four horsewomen, envy, hatred, malice and all un-
charitableness. Not more tranquil, but more turbulent years lie
ahead. At the end of them—what? As far as I can see, some quite
different order of society from that we have known. But in the
near future, quite certainly, turmoil, turbulence, tumult —
Insanity Fair at its craziest. No time for Danubian dreams,
Danubian idylls, a white house with a green vine.
postscript
As this book approaches publication, one of the strangest things
has happened that I have ever seen, even in Insanity Fair — Che
resignation of B&a de Imr6dy from the Hungarian Premiership
because of his discovery that he has Jewish blood. I have told in
this book how Imr^dy, a man of predominantly German descent,
was called to power by the aristocratic-landowning-clerical-
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